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no better success, and then decided to chuck it and chance the inn. For one thing, Menakha is not a pleasant place in which to wander about in the dark. It is built on a rock, and the streets, which resemble badly constructed staircases more than anything else, have a way of ending unexpectedly in a sheer drop of twenty feet or so. As it was one of the donkeys and its rider took a nasty toss.
We need not have bothered, for no one else was staying at "The Casino." We had in fact some difficulty in finding the proprietor. When he came we were introduced to the only furnished guest-chamber, a tiny room on the second floor, quite air-tight, containing the remains of a carpet and a couple of dirty mattresses, and fairly alive with fleas. When I made the usual inquiries concerning the sanitary arrangements, the proprietor said there weren't any ; but that the unoccupied rooms might be used for any purpose whatsoever. Nothing in the way of food was obtainable at this hour, but if we would only be patient, said our host, his son would bring us some tea.
I had with me some boiled eggs and plum pudding, on which we dined ; then, with a blanket apiece, and the spare clothes I had brought divided between us, we passed the night, if not in comfort, at any rate in comparative warmth. The donkey boy slept with his animals in the stable, and took this opportunity to fuddle himself with hashish, to my great annoyance, as we were late in starting the next morning in consequence.
We were not fairly under way till near sunrise. It was a bright, still morning, and a hard frost. We ran for the first mile or so, partly to get as far as possible from Menakha before they began to wake up there, and partly to get warm. So rough in surface and steep is the road, that it is almost impossible to ride over it at any pace. We were descending the side of a magnificent ravine, which opened out about 4,000 feet below into a desolate-looking country of rugged foot-hills, beyond which rose again the imposing mass of the main range. Our destination that day, Sook-el-Khamis, about twenty miles from Menakha, was visible at starting. It took us over three hours to reach the foot of the spur, but crossing the valley it was better going. The aspect of this